POETRY
but how easy they were to say' How they stuck in the memory1 They were deliriously exciting It was glorious to walk along country lanes and shout out the splendid chorus of Atalanta
When the hounds of spring are on winter's traces, The mother of months in meadow or plain
Fills the shadows and windy places With lisp of leaves and ripple of rain,
And the brown bright nightingale amorous
Is half assuaged for Itylus,
For the Thracian ships and the foreign faces The tongueless vigil, and all the pain
There is a suggestion of meaning, of profound meaning even, in those lines and the ones that follow, there is dignity too in the play, and real tragedy, combined with a sense of rebellion against God (which possibly is the theme of tragedy). There was also in those days a sense of thrilling wickedness in the lines which Christina Rossetti expunged from her copy "The supreme evil, God " Some of the other choruses are as good
Before the beginning of years
There came to the making of man
Time, with a gift of tears, Grief, with a glass that ran.    .
and it is not true to say, as both a young contemporary and Mr T S Eliot have said, that time and grief might well, had better even, be transposed Swinburne was fopa of the sort of transposition he here employed, and jt^/fiad a real point, partly the surprise of the transposition, partly the exactness of the statement when the attatmtes have been changed about                                   /*
It is a truism to say that Swinburne'* technique ran away with him and destroyed the poet * This is not quite true, however, for apart from the ftjct that Swinburne did
1 Another theory is that the prudery <6f his age, reinforced by Watts-Dunton, inhibited the expression of his fcnost profound emotion
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